THE RESURRECTION

INTRODUCTION
I

THIS play, or the first sketch of it, more dialogue
than play, was intended for my drawing-room,
where my Hawk's Well had just been played.

For years I have been preoccupied with a certain
myth that was itself a reply to a myth* I do not
mean a fiction, but one of those statements our
nature is compelled to make and employ as a truth
though there cannot be sufficient evidence* When
I was a boy everybody talked about progress, and
rebellion against my elders took the form of aversion
to that myth* I took satisfaction in certain public
disasters, felt a sort of ecstasy at the contemplation
of ruin, and then I came upon the story of Oisin in
Tir-nan-oge and reshaped it into my Wmkrings of
Oisin. He rides across the sea with a spirit, he
passes phantoms, a boy following a girl, a hound
chasing a hare, emblematical of eternal pursuit, he
comes to an island of choral dancing, leaves that
after many years, passes the phantoms once again,
comes to an island of endless battle for an object
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